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angrily rattling, we were taken in the dark to a
country house that had been commandeered. We
wrapped ourselves up in our blankets and slept as
best we could, our heads resting on our rucksacks.

Our positions consist of grey boulders, linked up
here and there by breastworks of carelessly piled up
stones. Behind us in the valley lies Naval Perral,
where shells are constantly exploding in a whirling
mass of dust and stone. In front of us, along the
upper mountain ridge that enfolds the village, the
Moors are holding the line, invisible behind their
boulders. Twice already the village has fallen into
their hands and twice the Mangada column has
captured it from the enemy. They are now
endeavouring for the third time to close the iron
ring around us, which now has only a narrow exit
in the direction of Navas del Marques, where the
armoured train unceasingly travels up and down
the line. Meanwhile the circle has become so
narrow that the plateau we are occupying is swept
not only by the enemy opposite us, but also by the
more haphazard bullets right and left on our flanks.

Although we have been stationed here three days
and three nights, there is still not a single heroic
deed to report of our company. After Sunday's
big bombardment, when the enemy hurled more
than two thousand shells on our village, it was
generally assumed that an attack of Moorish cavalry